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The fantasies were getting worse. Near constant thoughts about how he was desperately sexually attracted to 
his much older band mate wouldn't leave him alone. It was making it difficult to maintain their friendship, 
because Bastian was finding it difficult to be in the same room with the man without popping a tent in his 
pants. 


It had gotten so bad that Bastian was actively avoiding him, so one day on tour, Sylvain intercepted him in a 


corner backstage. 

"Are you mad at me?" he asked. 

"Huh?" replied Bastian, stunned at Sylvain's hands on his arms and the sudden intimacy of their close quarters. 
"You barely speak to me anymore. You always find excuses not to join me, when | ask you out for lunch. You 
even avoid eye contact, like right now." Apologetically, the drummer looked up at him. "Did | do something 
wrong?" 


Apparently it had been eating away at Sylvain as much as it had been eating away at Bastian. But Sylvain was 


unaware of Bastian's intentions, and Bastian would make sure he remained unaware of them. 


"No," he said earnestly. "No, I'm not mad at you. I'd never - I've never been mad at you in the entire time I've 


known you.” 
"Then why do you avoid me?" 


Hurt shown in deep brown eyes, knocking Bastian down a bit. He hadn't realized this was bothering his friend so 


much. 
Its - I'm not avoiding you," Bastian said. "There's nothing - | mean, I've just been.” 


"Well, fucking spit it out,” Sylvain pressed, shaking his arms a little. Bastian remained distracted by his touch. 
His hands were so warm on his skin. "You're my best friend | miss spending time with youl" 


At that, Bastian's eyes blurred with tears, but he blinked them back. He hadn't meant to hurt Sylvain by 
avoiding him. In fact, he'd meant the opposite. He was trying to control these intrusive thoughts he was having 
more and more, especially at this current moment. He didn't want his fantasies to affect their friendship, but 


it appeared as though they already were. 


"| - | can't," Bastian said. "I mean, because there's nothing wrong. You're just imagining things. I'm not avoiding 


you." 
"Yes you arel" the Frenchman replied. Bastian looked down again, at the hands gripping his forearms, unable to 


maintain eye contact when there was so much emotion in the other man's eyes. "Bastian, l'm not stupid. You're 


not avoiding the other guys. Just me. | want to fix whatever this is now, so just tell me what I've done wrong!" 
Its nothing you've done," Bastian said, stepping back. Sylvain released his arms. "It's just a personal thing." 
"What do you mean?" 

He shrugged dismissively. "It's just something I'm going through." 

"Something you're going through that causes you to sleep in the bus instead of a hotel with me? Something 
you're going through that makes you leave the room every time | come in? Well, how do | help you get past 


this so we can spend time together again? | - | fucking miss you, Bastian” 


‘I'm sorry. l'm so sorry, Sylvain," Bastian said, moisture welling in his eyes again. He managed to hold it back 


still "Let's just pretend this never happened, yeah? And just go back to normal.” 


Sylvain didn't seem to like that answer, but the Dane wasn't about to admit why he'd really been avoiding him. 
'/ want you to fuck me so hard | can’t walk; wasn't exactly a suitable thing to say when you were trying not to 


make your friendship weird. 


He'd started staying in his bunk when they had hotels. Usually, he and Sylvain would room together, but seeing 
him come out of the bathroom, dewy and clean from his shower, in nothing but a bath towel - that was 
getting harder to experience. When he came to the conclusion that he wanted to take that towel off and press 


the man down into the nearest bed, he panicked and decided it was best to make himself scarce. 


He'd been trying to come to terms with this attraction, because burying it wasn't working, so he'd been 
avoiding one-on-one moments as much as possible as he figured it out. That also meant finding other plans 
before Sylvain could invite him to lunch or breakfast when they arrived in new cities. After about the fifth 
day doing this, he could see Sylvain had grown bemused. This was normally their ‘thing’: finding nice cafes and 
enjoying the local delicacies together. Repeatedly excusing himself from this was unusual and probably hurtful 
to his friend. 


Last night, Sylvain asked Bastian if he wanted to watch a movie with him in the back lounge of the bus, but 
Bastain feigned being tired. The drummer had a feeling this might've been the last straw before today's 


confrontation. 


"Do you promise that you would tell me if it was something | could help with?" The poor man looked desperate. 
And desperately handsome. 


Bastian nodded, licking his lips. Technically, Sylvain could help him with this - by pushing him against the wall 
and kissing him. But somehow, he found that saying that might be inappropriate. 


Sylvain studied him for a moment before seeming to give up, looking defeated. He turned to leave. 

"Wait," Bastian said automatically. 

The silver-haired man tilted his head. 

‘I'm sorry," Bastian told him again. "| never meant to make you think | was upset with you." 

Sylvain paused before answering, “It's okay," and then they left it at that. 

The next night was a rare hotel night. Bastian went up to their room, carrying both his and Sylvain's bags, 
because earlier the Frenchman had pulled his back while helping load the trailer. He preferred a cool, smooth 
hotel bed to his bunk, and he couldn't keep avoiding Sylvain anyway, after their discussion yesterday. 
Admittedly, Bastian might've drank a bit too much after the show, because after their showers, he offered to 
give Sylvain a massage, to help ease his pain. This was a Bad ldea if he wanted to keep his desire for the man 


at bay. But Drunk Bastian couldn't care less. He was desperate for even the slightest bit of skin contact. 


Sylvain gratefully accepted and sat in front of Bastian on the bed, his bare back turned to him. He hadn't yet 


changed into his sleepwear, remaining in the towel from his shower. Bastian focused on the little droplets of 


water dotting his shoulders, the ones clinging to the tips of Sylvain's short silver curls. 


He placed his hands on the guitarists shoulders and almost moaned out loud at how burning hot his skin was. 


He closed his eyes to calm himself and began to firmly knead his friend's muscles. 
Feels good,” Sylvain said softly, his head lolling forward and his shoulders relaxing. 
"Where is the pain?" Bastian asked, his voice trembling slightly. 

‘Lower, towards the bottom of my spine,” he said. 

He moved his hands down, finding the right spot and working it. 

"Yes, right there," the man said. "Shit." 

"Is this good?" 


"Yes," Sylvain moaned, so Bastian kept going, though by now his cock had gotten fully erect in his shorts. In 
fact, there was even a wet spot beginning to form on the surface. There would be no hiding this now. 


"Harder," the Frenchman instructed, and Bastian increased the pressure, his heart racing. He was beginning to 
think that maybe Sylvain was enjoying this in the same way that he was, by the way the tone in his voice was 
shifting. 


"That's - yeah," Sylvain said, and leaned forward suddenly, shaking his head and chuckling. "You know, we better 
stop. It's feeling a little foo good, if you get my meaning." 


"Oh?" Bastian asked, struggling to cross his legs in a way that would hide his erection before his band mate got 
up and looked at him. 


But when Sylvain stood, he didn't face Bastian. Instead, he went to his luggage, grabbed some clothes, and 
headed toward the bathroom. As he passed Bastian, he avoided eye contact and covered his groin area with his 
clothes, but Bastian saw it. 

He was turned on and trying to conceal it, unsuccessfully. 


Drunk Bastian stood without a thought and followed him into the bathroom. 


Sylvain jumped when he realized Bastian had joined him. His eyes fell down to see Bastian's tented shorts, and 
he gaped. 


"Bas." he said breathlessly. Bastian stepped close to him, pulling his clothes out of his hands and setting them 
on the vanity. Then, he released Sylvain's towel from his waist, allowing it to fall on the ground, giving him full 


view of what he'd been thirsting to see. 
There it was, red and twitching, proudly extending from a neatly trimmed nest of gray hair. 


"Can | suck it?" Bastian asked, and they made electric eye contact. Sylvain's face and chest were flushed. 
Bastian imagined he appeared just as turned on, but he was too distracted to turn to the mirror and look. 


Sylvain nodded wordlessly, so the young drummer dropped to his knees on the cold tile floor, grasping a pair of 
muscular thighs. His eyes fluttered close and he opened his full lips around his friend's cock. The salty precum 
made his tongue tingle. He swirled it over the tip of the cock before taking him down to the hilt. 

Sylvain grabbed the vanity for balance and leaned against it, tangling one hand in Bastian's short blonde hair. 


"Wow," was all he could manage. Bastian looked up at him beneath long eyelashes, hoping for approval. "You are 


amazing! 
The drummer got to work for real now, suctioning his lips and using every trick he knew. In under two minutes, 
he had Sylvain's thighs quaking. He cried out several French curse words and came, his cock pulsating as it 


sent multiple streams of semen to the back of Bastian's throat. 


Bastian let his cock fall from his lips as it softened, and sat back on his heals, pleased. He swallowed and licked 
his lips. Sylvain sagged against the sink, his eyes shut as he recovered. 


After a few seconds, he looked down at Bastian and smiled. 

"| think my back's better now," he said breathlessly. 

"Great," Bastian laughed awkwardly. "It was my pleasure” 

"Id like to return the favor, if you don't mind going to the bedroom” 

He helped Bastian to his feet, and the younger one couldn't believe his luck Who knew this would happen, simply 
from a massage? Then again, he hadn't had the most innocent intentions when he'd suggested it from the 


beginning. 


Sylvain instructed his band mate to lay on the bed, and he laid next to him. They turned towards each other, a 
bit uncomfortably, as they'd obviously never done something like this together before. 


“Should we - can | kiss you?" Sylvain asked, running calloused fingertips down Bastian's side. He slipped his hand 


underneath Bastian's t-shirt, and the Dane sighed at the contact. Automatically, he pressed his hips closer. 


"Yes," he managed, eyelids fluttering closed as soft, pink lips met his own. Sylvain wasted little time in slipping 
his hand under the bands of his shorts and underwear and grasping Bastian's cock. "Oh!" 


As he stroked him, the precum lubricated his cock. He began thrusting into Sylvain's hand, because fuck, it felt 
good. The guitarist squeezed his hand a little tighter, and Bastian gasped. 


"Yes!" he moaned into the man's lips. 


"Feels good?" Sylvain's breath was hot and moist, and the warmth of his body was close to setting Bastian on 


fire. 
"So good," Bastian breathed. 
"Good." 


Bastian's orgasm came on fast and strong. He held Sylvain's face to his with both hands, kissing him 
desperately as he flooded his shorts with cum. His whole body felt boneless. His eyes saw spots. 


Sylvain withdrew his hand and placed it instead on his hip. 
"| guess | missed hanging out with you a lof" he joked, and Bastian laughed, blushing. 


"Well, hopefully this was a good apology on my end," he replied. "Actually, it's funny, the whole reason | was 


avoiding you - " 


"Ah! Now you admit it," Sylvain interrupted, making a face at him. The drummer laughed again. "I knew you 


were avoiding me!" 


"Well, it's because | wanted to do, um, what we just did, actually. Really badly." He felt his face turn bright red 


in embarrassment. "| was worried you wouldn't be interested, so | was trying to get over it" 
Sylvain raised his eyebrows. "And did you? Get over it?" 

"No." 

The two of them giggled before kissing. 


"If anything, you only made me want you more," Bastian admitted, a bit shy as he ran his fingertips along 
Sylvain's jaw. 


"0h?" 
Sylvain rolled over so that he could flatten the younger man to the bed. He pressed his groin down to make a 


point: he was already hard again. Bastian immediately relaxed beneath him, feeling submissive and ready to let 
his band mate do whatever he pleased. 


"Is this okay?" the guitarist asked, starting to roll his hips in a very lewd manner. 

"I think I'll survive if you keep going," Bastian told him, placing his hands around Sylvain's waist and pulling him 
ever closer. 

By the time the two of them managed to leave each other alone, after fucking relentlessly on and off for 
hours, the sun was starting to come up. 

"Well," Bastian gasped, rolling back into his sweaty spot on the bed and glancing at the time on his phone. "I 
suppose we ought to just go get breakfast at this point before heading down to the bus. Don't think it's worth 
trying to sleep for thirty minutes." 

"Perhaps we'll get in an afternoon nap before the show tonight," Sylvain suggested. 


"Perhaps," Bastian replied, before getting out of bed. "Join me in the shower?" 


Sylvain grinned and followed him. 


